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TOUGH ON TURKEY. 
ENGLAND and RUSSIA, together.- “Be my Ally, or I'll give you the Worst Thrashing you ever had in your Life!” 
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a@ times more. 








CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


he attempt to pass the so-called “ Free- 
dom of Worship Bill” is clearly one of the 
crimes committed in the name of Liberty. It 
is an attempt likely to fail of its own weakness. 
The fact that Americans love freedom does not 
imply that they will accept every sham that 
tries to masquerade in the guise of freedom. 
Demagogues have a great power in every re- 
public; the wisest of peoples may be hood- 
winked and led astray; but there are a few 
things which this American people, after more 
than a century of education in independence, 
can see clearly for themselves. 


* 
* * 


As Americans, we have nothing to do with 
the contest between the Roman Church on the 
one hand and Protestantism, Judaism and Free 
Thought on the other. So far as the citizen is 
concerned, it is simply a question of a combat 
in which the best man ought to win, If all the 
world decides to be of Roman Catholic faith, 
well and good. No government has the right 
—the moral right—to throw a single obstacle 
in the way of any man, who, following the 
dictates of his conscience, chooses to accept 
that or any other religion. But if the convert- 
ed or perverted citizen, having become a Ro- 
man Catholic, tries to force others to become 
Roman Catholics, or attempts to turn the tem- 
poral power of the state over to the Roman 
Catholic Church—then it is time for the state 
to assert its authority. And the American 
knows that much, in spite of the demagogues. 


* 
* * 


Unfortunately, there is no denying it: the 
Roman Catholic—-at least, the Roman Catholic 
of the old school—has an unholy desire to 
combine the spiritual power of his church and 
the temporal power of his state. ‘This was weil 
enough in Italy in the middle ages; but it will 
not do in the American republic of the nine- 
teenth century, ‘This has been said over and | 
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TIMES ARE DULL IN WALL 
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¢¢ Will you walk into my office?” said the Wolf unto the Lamb; 
And the Lamb replied: ‘* That’s not the style of hair-pin that 1 am.” 








over again. The truth is well-worn; but it can 
never be worn so thin as to be anything but a 
truth, It sounds anachronistic to talk, here in 
1885, of the Roman Church attempting to 
meddle with the government of the United 
States; but it is simply a plain, clear, everyday 
fact that the Roman Church holds fools enough 





left over from the medizval period to make | 


just such an attempt, and that they are making 
it in the “ Freedom of Worship Bill.” 
only a local skirmish; but Washington is the ob- 
jective point of the strategists of Romanism. 


* 
* * 


English diplomacy is a clumsy thing at the 
best; and if the English diplomatist had not 
the courage and determination of the English 
people behind him, he would be a feeble crea- 
ture among his wily brethren of the Latin races 
and the subtile and far-seeing ‘Teutonic states- 
men. At present the English diplomatist is 
bungling over the establishment of friendly 
relations with Turkey. It may fairly be inferred 
that his diplomacy does not go for much in this 
delicate bit of business. In diplomacy, the 
Russians could cheat him out of his eye-teeth 
without any very great mental strain. The one 
consideration that at this moment holds Turkey 


irresolute is the consideration of England’s un- | 


questionable power and her scarcely less un- 
questionable will to exert it. Whatever comes 
of the present relations between England and 
Russia, Turkey stands in a distressful position. 
For her, there are but two possible outcomes. 
One is the same wretched and always precar- 
ious sham-independence which she has known 
so long; the other is absolute dependence on 


This is | 
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It seems to us about time that builders who 
build for a livelihood should be conversant with 
the art of building. Many tenants are so well 
pleased with certain kinds of exterior decora- 
tion, that if a house suits the eye they seldom 
look beyond that quality for the more substan- 
tial ones of strength and durability. ‘The re- 
cent accidents in this city have caused its resi- 
dents to consider the average builder unfavora- 
bly, and it is not going too far to say that 
there has been a general revulsion of feeling. 
The people who live in the houses are the 
proper persons to talk, and they would, no 
doubt, be more than glad to see their builders 
become perfect in their craft. ‘There may be 
more than one way of bringing about such a 
desirable reform; but, at the same time, we can 
think of no better plan than to introduce the 
said builders to the State’s-Prison. 


* 
* * 


For the State’s-Prison, we have been in- 
formed, is a building of wonderful solidity. It 
never has to be rebuilt. Its roofs never tumble 
in and kill and maim its inmates; the plaster 
never falls on the heads of the sleepers; the 
floors never break through when stepped upon. 
There are no cracks in the walls that an inmate 
can walk through without touching. The plas- 
ter always holds the walls together in all kinds 
of weather, and the longer the prison stands, 
the more solid it becomes. Therefore, this is 
the proper spot to learn how to put up a build- 
ing that will stay together after it is once up, 
and not fall as those of the now famous Bud- 
densiek patent. It can, of course, be best 
studied from the inside, and all builders of the 


the conqueror in the war—if war it is to be. | Buddensiek s«hool should be sent there for at 
And the conqueror in a war between England | least ten or twenty years to master their pro- 


and Russia will be— can only be—England. 


| fessions. 
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REMARKS BY EL MAHDI. 


DonE InTO Every-DAy ENGLISH AS SHE IS SPOKE. 


Whew! isn’t it hot! I wonder what time it 
is. (Strikes bell on table. Slave enters.) You 
confounded lazy scamp, go and see what time 
itis. (Slave kisses the earth and backs out to 
the slow lascivious piping of an Arabian fagott.) 
Now, if that blamed fool doesn’t get back here 
in less than two shakes of a ram’s tail, I’ll have 
his ears cut off, and send them by express to 
old stick-in-the-mud Wolseley. (Re-enter slave.) 
Well, what time is it ? 

SLtaveE.—O bald-headed son of the desert, 
live sixty million ramadans! 

Et Maup1.—You bet your beard I will, if I 
can. But go on and get down to the point. 

SLAvVE.—It is now ’steen minutes after nine. 

Ext Maupi.— Then I think I will arise. 
(Arises and kicks the slave through the side of 
the tent.) Here, come back, you ten-dollar 
Ethiopian, and dress me. (Slave comes back 
and makes El Mahdi’s toilet.) That’li do; get 
out. (Slave gets out very suddenly.) That’s 
business. (Looks at himself in the glass.) Gad, 
I believe I’m getting fat. It must be for the 
want of exercise. I lie around here doing 
nothing all the time, and positively get rusty. 
I’ve got to rake up some excitement some- 
where. 

(Enter a Slave.) 


Stave.—O daisy old prophet, a spy has just 
come in from the English zereba at Kaysahbea 
Wells, 

Ex Maupi, — All right, sonny. Trot him out. 

(Slave goes out on his hands and knees back- 
wards, while the murmur of the bul-bul is heard. 
He re-enters presently with the spy.) 

Et Manupi.—Hello, spy, howdy? What’s 
your blooming name ? 

Spy.—I am called Heyseed Hassan Gizzardi. 

Et Maupi.—Well, what do you know? 

Spy.—The English are dogs and sons of dogs. 

Et Maupi.—That’s all right. I got on to 
that long ago. 

Spy.—We fell upon them at daybreak this 
A.M. We knocked them silly in the first round, 








ONE OF THE COMFORTS OF RAPID TRANSIT. 





THOSE PLEASANT SLIDING-SEATS ON THE ELEVATED ROAD. 


Their cavalry charged us, and then, as they 
say in their dispatches to the amiable old man 
with the weak backbone, “retired toward the 
Guards”; which, being translated, means that 
we broke them all up and strewed the desert 
with their bodies. 

Et Maupi.—Good enough! Slave, order 
up the beer for the spy, and see that it comes 
right out of the fresh bottles. Spy, your news 
is of the prime sort. Ill tell you what it is, if 
I can ever get those blamed fools to come close 
enough to me, I'll pulverize the entire gang. 

Spy.—Allah is great, and you are his prophet. 

Et Maupi.—I am that. Iam the only orig- 
inal prophet now propheting in this part of the 
African continent. I can be relied on every 
time. Now I’m going to give you the straight 
tip, and | want you to kind of spread it around 
among the boys, so that theyll keep a stiff 
upper lip. 

Spy.—O fly son— 

Et Maupi.—Bottle that and listen to me, 
‘The summer is coming—-sade 2? And when the 
old thermometer slides up to 115 in the shade, 
those blooming Englishmen, who didn’t come 
to Africa with summer clothes, and who don’t 
know enough to go around in the garb that 
Nature provided for them, as we do, will be all 
sunstruck and laid up with fevers, and we shall 
be masters of the situation. And they will not 
smash the old Mahdi for a cent. Do you 
drop? 

Spy.—I do. You are a nickel-plated prophet 
with a silver tip. 

Et Manupi.—You bet your burnoose I am. 





W. J. HENDERSON. 








“‘ THE GORILLA does not build a house in the 
native jungle,” says a returned missionary. 
Probably he can rent one cheaper. The old 
maxim is, ‘A fool builds houses, a wise man 
rents them.” A good many New Yorkers can 
evidently learn something of the gorilla. 


A KENTUCKY MAN has been cured of stam- 
mering by the kick of a mule. As he survived 
the blow, it couldn’t have been much of a mule. 
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To AN ANGELIC ISRAELITE: 

O my Jewish maiden, 

Dark and true and tender, 

Hear a wretched Christian 
Pour his sorrows out. 

1 ’m perplexed and bothered, 

Dubious and troubled, 

And my love ’s the only, 
Thing I do not doubt. 


You ’re no weeping Rachel 

Aquiline of nasal, 

With an awkward accent 
And a marked moustache. 

Fair are you of feature; 

Straight your pretty nose is; 

Brighter than your ear-rings 
Do your dark eyes flash. 


Humbly I adore you— 

I, an outcast Christian— 

At your shrine I worship— 
Worship from afar. 

For your parent has a 

. Front seat in the temple— 

Morgenstern his name is— 
You ’re my Morning-star. 


Common as my faith is, 
Can’t you smile upon me— 
With affection’s glances 
Pierce me through and through ? 
Principles be bothered! 
I am quite persuaded, 
If you ’ll deign to have me, 
To be ** Yiddish,”’ too! 


A Hoty SHow—Talmage’s. 





SomE ONE has said: ‘‘ The beauty of the mind 
is more lovely than that of the face.” This 
particularly applies to a Boston girl’s mind. 

A WESTERN PAPER speaks of the “thinking 
powers of the calf.” We wonder what the calf 
thinks of itself when it sees itself down on the 
bill-of-fare in half-a-dozen places under the 
head of chicken. 


PROFESSOR BLACKIE, of Edinburgh, recom- 
mends those who have time to kill to sing 
Scotch songs rather than smoke tobacco. Yes; 
but most men who have time to kill do not care 
about killing themselves at the same time, 





RAILROADS USUALLY grant theatrical com- 
panies special rates, in view of the fact that 
actors travel so much all over the country and 
are such large patrons of the roads. Young 
De Smythe, who is employed in a Wall Street 
bank, thinks that competing lines to Canada 
should offer similar facilities to cashiers, etc., 
for the same reason. 
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FATE—A REALISTIC STUDY. 





’Tis a block of brown-stone, and exceedingly neat, 
But there ’s ‘* boarding-house ”’ written all over the street, 
And butcher and baker and grocer all know 


My love as the Beauty of Hashery Row. 


Her belt is a little too tight for my taste— 
She’s as close as her ** ma” in the matter of waste— 
But we ’re mostly in debt to her mother, and so 


She ’s acknowledged the Beauty of Hashery Row. 


And while *‘ ma ” ’s in the kitchen, a-toiling for hours, 
She stands at her window and waters the flowers— 
For a wifely ideal, one’s fancy might go 


Some way from the Beauty of Hashery Kow. 


My fancy has wandered, I ’m free to explain, 
To a day and a maid I shall ne’er see again. 
Yet I ’m sure that some time, for the board-bill I owe, 


I shall marry the Beauty of Hashery Row. 


ABE AURDER. 








AN OVERWORKED WORD. 


I am not a professional kicker. I don’t in- 
sist on an enforcement of the eight-hour law, 
as far as I, personally, am concerned. I don’t 
object to keeping up my end, even if it hap- 
pens to be the big end. I’m tough. [ve had 
experience. I know I’m handy to have in the 
family. I’m used to being trotted out on every 
possible and impossible occasion. I rather en- 
joy being made a holy show of. I don’t mind 
the fact that for general utility I stand at the 
head. I am as accommodating as I am useful. 
I never get left. I wish I could. I am the pet 
of the newspapers, which is glory enough—as 
far as it goes. But— 

I don’t think that twenty-five hours a day, 
eight days a week, and thirteen months.a year, 
is a fair show. I enjoy scenery and skating- 
rinks and country exchanges. ‘These are my 
native heath, so to speak. 

When it comes to horse-races and sermons, 
theatres and prize-fights, Y, M. C. A. lectures 
and Captain Williams’s precinct, spring-style 
bonnets and East Side slums, sewing-cir¢les and 
working the growler, the Eden Musée and crazy- 
quilts, R. B. Hayes and John Kelly, White 
House receptions and bar-room brawls, swell 
weddings and dissecting-room séances, the 
Sweet Singer of Michigan and “ Paradise 
Lost,’? ward primaries and Hera/d personals, 
Jumbo and Jersey mosquitos, Vanderbilt’s pal- 
ace and an Erie canal-boat, a houri and “ ‘Ten 
Nights in a Bar-room,’’ the latest agony in 
walking-sticks and ‘Tupper’s “ Proverbial Phil- 
osophy,”’ Niagara Falls and a Union Club scan- 
dal, Mantell’s acting and Jo-Jo, Love’s young 
dream and Limburger cheese, the Spring Exhi- 
bition at the Academy and one of Senator 
Evarts’s paragraphs, and so on through the en- 
tire list of objects animate and inanimate, the 
whole range of human emotion and experience, 
everything that is seen, felt or thought, I would 
modestly submit that it is taking mean advan- 
tage of an orphan. 

I know that I’m stock in trade for every city 
editor in his instructions to men sent out on 
assignments, and that I am likewise indispen- 
sable to every last reporter who doesn’t know 
how to write English. 

Now I’m tired out. I need rest. I demand 
a vacation. I want to go off and join Dull 
Thud in the sweet How-came-you-so and re- 
cuperate. Let the other forty thousand words 
in the Unabridged have a chance, 

Yours for fair play, 
“ PICTURESQUE.” 





FREE LUNCH. 





As HE was walking along Broadway a few 
evenings ago, a stranger accosted him with the 
question: 

“What time is it ?” 

He raised his eyes slowly and answered: 

“ Spring-time.” 

The next morning a man charged with as- 
sault and battery told his story to the judge 
and was discharged. 





THE CROCODILE is said, by a traveler, “ to 
weep over a man’s head when it has devoured 
the body, and will then eat up the head, too.” 
The phrase “ crocodile-tears,” then, does not 
mean insincerity so much as it does greediness. 
The crocodile does not cry for effect, but be- 
cause there is no more of the man to eat. 


IN A PUBLISHED report of the receipts and 
expenditures of the Princeton College foot-ball 
team, we see an item of seventy-nine dollars for 
medicine, but nothing for undertakers or fu- 
neral expenses, This omission is rather singular. 





A CARD. 


The undersigned would respectfully call the 
attention of business-men to his improved sys- 
tem of dramatic advertising. By careful ar- 
rangements with managers and the stars of the 
profession, he is able to have any‘“article bril- 
liantly described and puffed before audiences 
containing thousands of the élite of the land. 
He especially recommends his improved system 
of writing the adv. in the shape of a poem and 
having it sét to catchy music. For this purpose 
he has engaged a corps of professional poets 
and song-composers. He also inserts advs. into 
“ gags,’ end-men’s jokes, monologues, stump- 
speeches, melodramatic climaxes, et cet. He 
takes pleasure in publishing a few testimonials: 

Dr. Sr.—Your system is boss! We know what we’re 
talking about. We’ve advertised for years. Your stun- 
ning song of our goods, ‘¢ Tough on Cats,” set to the tune 
of «* Come, Ye Disconsolate,”’ and sung by Bella Eastner 
in pink tights and slippers, doubled trade at every town 
on her circuit. Renew our contract for another season, 

FILE & SCROOZE, 
394 Chambers St., N. Y. 


Yrs. trly. 


Gentlemen—I heartily recommend you to all adver- 
lisers. By contracting with the beautiful Mrs. Bellows, 
the well-known amateur, to sing my new song, ‘‘ Papa’s 
Pants are Growing Baggy at the Knee,” whenever re- 
called in «* East Lynne,” ¢* Galatea,” and ‘* Romeo and 
Juliet,” you have increased sales from 50 to 2,o00 per 
month, Yours very truly, nl 

G-nts—If you can put my * Self-Inflating Chest-Pro- 
tector’? on two leading-ladies, four good minstrels, a 
female circus-rider, and a half-dozen serio-comics, at rea- 
sonable rates, for the coming season, go ahead. Letting 
the heroine wear one in ** The Shades of a Great City,” 
when she is thrown into the water, took well and boomed 
sales considerably. Let’s know at your earliest. 

Yours, &c., Dr. HENson’s Mrc. Co. 





Special rates made on application. Regular rates as 
follows: 


Song (written by profess. poet)... .. $1 50 
(music “ ‘ music’n).... 2 00 
‘¢ sung -by serio-comic......... 25 0o per week. 
ss «6 s* amateur-society-lady.10 oo per night. 
” a FE EOE cw leie aigecavete ori awe © 
<< 6 oe Tie Gee)... 20 00 “ ¢8 


by profess. funny man) 2 
‘* variety-performer . , 10 
Cigarettes, champagne and soap........ 10% discount. 
Extra notice by dramatic critic next day... .$5 a notice. 
NoTe.—No free - passes or press-tickets given away. 
Joun PopcErs, 
Advertising Agent, Moss Building, N. Y. 
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DA CAPO. 


Alas, the season ’s round again 
When troubles grow intense, 

For Thomas C. with might and main 
Howls on your back-yard fence. 

The small boy gaily rolls his hoop 
Along the flag-stone walk, 

The door-maid lingers on the stoop 
To hear the postman talk. 

The iceman hints at higher rates, 
The cook resolves to go, 

The urchin on the area gates 
Swings calmly to and fro. 

The ashman scatters to the breeze 
The atmospheric lye, 

Which makes you sputter, swear, 

cough, sneeze, 

And close your starboard eye. 

The organ-grinder haunts the streets, 
The German band thaws out, 

The roasting peanut’s odor greets 
Your nostrils round about, 

The festive worm ascends the trees, 
The windflowers are in bloom, 

The wealthy plumber takes his ease, 
And house-rents take a boom. 

The busy doctor gathers in 
The shekels by the ton, 

While reckless cholera germs begin 
To have their little fun. 

Tis now—but why prolong the tale? 
Let’s drop a silent tear, 

For these are things which never fail 
To come around each year. 

L. ARcy. 








*«* By Jove, Horace, but she’s a beauty! 
«*T don’t know her from Adam, my dear boy—met her at the 
rink last week, and that settled it!” 


“AM, THERE!” 





What’s her name?” 
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THE WAIL OF WONG CHIN FOO. 





[APERIEMCE >| 
LPERIEMCE — 


It is not neces- 
sary for me to re- 
mark that I was 
born in the Middle 
Empire, and that I 
am now an Ameri- 
can citizen; for ever since my advent in this 
land of the free I have been systematically 
styled a ‘‘pig-tailed renegade,” a “ moon-eyed 
leper,” a “demon of the Orient,” a “ gangrened 
laundryman,” a “rat-eating Mongol,” etc. 

I started life as a lecturer, and, through my 
connection with a Literary Bureau, was very 
successful in purveying to the intellectual pleas- 
ures of Western Sunday-schools and Southern 
clubs. ‘That they seldom asked me to come 
back and lecture again does not invalidate my 
statement; neither is it inconsistent with popu- 
larity when an enthusiastic audience welcomes 
a speaker with revolvers and shot-guns, and 
otherwise induces him to depart via a second- 
story window rather than the stairs. These are 
incidents in the life of every lecturer. 

In an unguarded moment I listened to the 
voice of the tempter, and fell from my high 
estate. Persuaded that I was the coming jour- 
nalist of the Occident and Orient alike, 1 came 
to New York City and started the 
Chinese American, 1 knew nothing 
of journalism save in a vague way, 
and went to work accordingly. 
I took an American partner and 
a Chinese one, engaged a city edi- 
tor, a staff, and an artist. 

The first issue, after many sleep- 
less nights, appeared. I shall never 
forget it. It circulated fifty thou- 
sand copies, and brought in one 
thousand five hundred dollars. 

That is, it brought in three hun- 
dred dollars cash, and one thou- 
sand two hundred dollars in notes, 
bills receivable, and promises. I 
have a hundred of the latter as- 
sorted, which I will sell at one cent 
on the dollar. I was proud of the 
issue until I had read the criticisms 
upon it in my E, Cs. The Ameri- 
can E. C.s were contradictory in 
substance, but unanimous in their 
drift. ‘The English articles were 
badly written, poorly thought and 
wretchedly printed; they were also 
splendidly written and composed, 
but displaying signs of some train- 
ed journalist, who was posing in my 
name. The editor, they said, was 






















a Chinese gentleman with more money than 
brains. He was also a myth anda joke. He 
was also a Jesuit, a Buddhist missionary, and 
an Imperial emissary in disguise. ‘Then came 
the Chinese E. C.s. My native tongue, as I 
wrote it, was uncouth, illiterate, unintelligent, 


vapid, holiow, fantastic, bombastic and idiotic. 
I was a wretch who was endeavoring to ruin | 
the Flowery Kingdom in the eyes of Christen- | 
dom; I was a renegade, an apostle, and the | 


victim of American gold. 

I had written a moral screed against gam- 
bling and opium-smoking. ‘The gamblers and 
joint-keepers invaded my office a week after, 
and proceeded to flog the associate editor, 
cashier, and city reporter. The trio did not 
wait for the end of the performance, but de- 
parted for the Empire the same day. 

I heard from them at—Panama. ‘They were 
intact; but the nine hundred and fifty dollars, 
my entire assets they had carried with them, 
were not, 

I did not come out altogether unscathed. I 
was “knocked out’? twice, arrested four times 
for criminal libel, once for civil libel, under 
twenty-five thousand dollars bail, locked up in 
Ludlow Street jail, and twice poisoned. 

I think the paper would have succeeded, if I 
had had more experience—say a hundred years. 


But my artist, Jung Fan ‘Tai, became a Bohe- | 
mian and used too much beer in his designs. | 


Chinese art does not present many differences 


to the civilized eye; but it does to the Mongo- | 


lian connaisseur. 

Jung’s second sacred dragon contained a su- 
perfluous cocktail, and was denounced in China- 
town as blasphemy. The luckless draughtsman 
was thereupon put under the ban of ostracism, 
and in a fortnight had shaken the dust of Go- 








—l then came to New York and started the 
“‘ Chinese American.” 


tham from off his feet. My second cashier was 
a reporter in bad luck, I do not think he was 
dishonest; but when you miss your treasurer 
and treasury, and find the first paralyzed in a 
| neighboring bar-room the next day, and don’t 
find the second at all, it’s high time for a head 
editor to kick. I kicked; but the reporter, with 
an indescribable oath, swore that no “almond- 
eyed double blank” could kick him with im- 
| punity, and in less time than it takes to tell it 
had converted me into a ghastly ruin. 

My journalistic career culminated recently in 
the Supreme Court. I had, with 
the best intentions in the world, al- 
lowed an article to appear in my 
sheet which “showed up” a cer- 
tain individual in a moderately 
sensational way. 

The style was patented after that 
employed in many E, C.s, and con- 
tained such pleasing epithets as 
assassins, Cut-throats, viper, scor- 











pion, thief, embezzler, robber, liar, 
and a member of the Young Men’s 
Christian Association.’ In short, 
it was a thoroughly American ar- 
ticle. Yet, an imbecile jury gave a 
verdict for the fellow against me in 
one thousand dollars. At present 
there is an order of arrest out for 
me, and a deputy-sheriff is watch- 
ing my regular haunts, 

It’s the old story. I had the 
capital; now I haven’t; but I have 
the experience, Any paper wish- 
ing the services of an experienced 
editor, who can write in every vein 
and on every subject, and create 
libel-suits, can obtain a gem by ap- 
plying to 

Wonc Cuin Foo, 
Care of Puck. 











“THE WIND out West will lift a mule from its 
tracks when it blows at the rate of seventy-five 
miles an hour.” Yet it will be noticed that a 
Western wind seldom attains that speed. This 
speaks volumes for the sagacity of the wind. 

THE Fact that Byron said: “Time at last 
sets all things even,’ shows conclusively that 
he never attempted to set up an old-fashioned 





_ so that it would not teeter. 





Oh, it does, 
Well, try it on a chimney, Evangeline. 


‘* A NEW BROOM sweeps clean.” 
eh? 





A WEALTHY YOUNG man, who was left an in- 
come of fifty thousand dollars, determined to 
spend a year of his life traveling over the coun- 
try. He accordingly chartered a drawing-room 
car and set out on his journey. One month 
later he gave up his contract, and applied to 
the railroad company for the position of porter. 


Ir 1s stated that out of one hundred men 
who parade in a brass-band at least forty are 
dummies, and only pretend to play. This shows 
that men may be innocent, and yet have all the 
appearances of guilt. 


SHAKSPERE ONCE said, “ Fair is foul.’ Wil- 
liam may have known something about writing 
plays, but he was evidently lamentably ignorant 
of base-ball. 
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«‘ There, if I don’t have a grand rush at my bazaar to-day, then it’s a sure 
sign that patriotism is played out.” 








SHORTY STUBBS. 


nmn~<, 
A BIOGRAPHY WITH AN “ UGLY DUCKLING”? MORAL. 





Shorty Stubbs was born in a tenement; he was bred in a tenement, 
if you can assume his very bad breeding to be breeding at all. He 
grew up in a tenement, if his very insignificant stature does not belie 
the phrase. He is by nature a gamin; by profession a bootblack. He 
will follow a pedestrian for blocks, pointing insultingly at his boots, and 
shrilling “ Shine!” in his disagreeable falsetto. He is an enthusiast in 
his profession, and works hard. 

He solaces his leisure moments by tossing pennies with his com- 
rades, if he happens to have any—any ‘pennies, that is to say; for he 
has a superfluity of comrades. He is, or was, rather, the smallest boot- 
black in New York, and, therefore, in the world, and his path through 
life was, until quite recently, more abundantly strewn with thorns than 
with roses. It is all changed now, and roses have the call. Which is 
why I am writing about him. 

Shorty was—and, for that matter, is—so small that any bootblack 
could lick him. He was robbed and maltreated twenty times a day, 
and how he continued to live at all was a mystery that even he has con- 
fessed his inability to solve. The gamins asserted that he was ugly, 
which was probably true; and that he was too durned little for any use, 
which was undeniable; and added that he wasn’t more ’n half baked, 
which was obscure. 

And time passed on, and little bootblacks grew to be big boot- 
blacks, and finally branched out into various walks of life, and drove 
teams, or kept fruit-stands, or went to Sing Sing, as is the custom of 
their class, and new hordes of boys were recruited from the tenements, 
and stiil Shorty remained the littlest bootblack in New York. 

It was strange, but true. He didn’t grow. He remained three 
feet nothing in his stockings, (if he had had any,) and any little knight 
of the blacking-brush could lick him, and not a few of them did. And 
still he shouted “Shine!” to badgered pedestrians, but in a deepening 
voice, and still he led his inscrutable existence, eking out life somehow 
or other—none could tell how, and himself least of all. 

And at last came the change—the great, glorious change. Some 
change had to come, or Shorty would have been as destitute of a moral 
as he is of morals, and I should have had no story to tell. If I were 
compiling Shorty’s memoirs for a Sunday-school publication, I would 
bring about the change in a death-bed scene. I would have a good 
priest and a little girl or two, and a church hymnal, and a perspective 
of angels, and a sanctified Shorty. But I am collating Shorty for Puck, 
and Puck wants the truth. And, as it happens, the truth is of ‘a charac- 
ter to “knock the spots outen a dozen death-beds,” in Shorty’s opinion 
and language. 

Well, to be brief, Barnum has got him. 

Shorty’s three feet nothing, which kept him down all his boyhood 
lower than the lowliest, have elevated him, now that he has attained his 
majority, to a position in the greatest show on earth. He has an en- 
gagement as supernumerary dwarf with P. T., and if he can only shrink 
an inch or two, he will rise to the top of his profession. 


-I saw Shorty in a recent circus parade. He has learned to sit quiet 
and not to say “ Shine!”? and he is much improved in other respects. 
He is better dressed than he used to be, and has acquired a rather dig- 
nified air. He was seen by a select delegation of the noble army of 
bootblacks, who were taking in the show after their own fashion. 

“ Hi, git on to Shorty!’’ halloed one, and then came Babel. Shorty 
took the ovation very well. He could not refrain from. putting out his 
tongue at one of the foremost of his persecutors; for he is only human, 
after all, and to be licked by a bootblack must leave a rankling sense 
of injury behind it. Just fancy it yourself—I don’t. But otherwise his 
dignity remained unruffled, and as the cavalcade swept on I read awe 
and reverence in the faces of those other bootblacks who had bullied 
the boy when he was a boy and a bootblack, and before he had risen 
to the almost regal dignity of a circus dwarf. And I thought how 
Shorty’s childhood was just such a one as Sunday-school literature would 
revel in, with just a little change in the apotheosis, 

And while thinking that the change had really more novelty, as 
well as more human nature, than the old S. S. theme, the fable of the 
Ugly Duckling occurred to me, and I let it go at that. 

G. H. Jessop. 








GARGOYLES AND GUM-DROPS. 





“SHALL WE grow old together?” asks Louise Chandler Moulton 
in her last poem. No, Louise, handicap races are not at all in our line. 





AN EXCHANGE says: “When a Philadelphia man wants to knock 
a play together, he goes to a restaurant, neglects to fee the waiter, 
and dashes it off while waiting for his order.” ‘This may account for 
some of the badness of Philadelphia plays. 





A NATURAL CuRIOSITY in the form of a chicken which had 
neither ears, eyes nor nose is mentioned in a Georgia paper as having 





| gard with favor. 


died recently. We don’t see the necessity for eyes, ears or nose in a 
' chicken, It doesn’t need those faculties in order to lay eggs or hatch 
| them out. For setting purposes, a blind hen is as good as any other. 
| Another additional advantage is that a blind hen cannot find your 
flower-garden, to scratch it up. We regret that the Georgia hen did 
_ not live long enough to perpetuate her species. 





Dayton, OHI0, has a “ Reformed Publishing Company.” It prob- 
ably pays royalties on all the books it prints. The item on first flush 
strikes us as rather improbable, as Ohio has not heretofore had the 
reputation of being that kind of State. 





O’Donovan Rossa says: “ No power in this country will keep my 
mouth shut.”” O’Donovan is laboring under a misapprehension. It 
is not his closed mouth, but his closed coffin, that the public would re- 








JOY IN MOTT STREET. 














- PATRIOTIC CELESTIAL DECORATION IN HONOR OF RECENT VICTORIES. | 
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THE SPRING BONNET. 











UST across the way 
{ Isee it every day, 
A natty and artistic 
Little hat, 
Its flower-works of art 
Will make the maiden’s heart 
Go, though she ’s pessimistic, . 
Pit a-pat. } 


A bird as black as night 
Peeps through the roses bright, 
With optics small and jetty 
In his head. 
On one side it ’s turned up, 
Just like a lily-cup; 
It ’s pretty, very pretty, 
Be it said. 


But while I see it here, 
Waiting for some pretty, dear 
And entrancing little creature’s 
Golden head, 
I feel my gold and flee, 


With a smile upon my features: 
“1 'm unwed!” 


; ‘I. Oatmeal conducts the 
| “ Hygienic Department ” 
in Zhe Monthly Liver-Pad 
and Guide to Health, and | 
devotes his intellect, with | 
all his ardent nature, to j 
telling his readers how to 
keep well and have frolic- | 
some livers. He is at pres- ! 
ent writing on the subject | 
| of diet, and is urging the | 
| reader to always eat spar- 
| ingly, and of simple food 
| only. He makes a most 
| 


able and .convincing argu- 
ment against hot bread. 
He is good authority on 
hot bread, for he has just 
eaten seventeen hot buck- 
wheat-cakes for breakfast. 
Few men can paint the 


ge é evils of a hot bread diet 
While I murmur joyously, : a <7 
’ ’ with more vividness and 


impressiveness than Dr, ‘T. | 
Oatmeal, when he has fif- 





A FEW EDITORS. 





Allow me to introduce Mr, J. Walker Weak- 
tear, editor of Zhe Weekly Watering-Pot and 
Guide to the Straight asa Narrow Path. Myr. 
Weaktear is a great moral persuader and dis- 
tinguished cold-water reformer. He has just 
written a three-column article about * ‘The 
Demon Drink,” and “The Insidious Enemy,” 
and “The National Scourge,’’ and ‘ The De- 
stroyer of Homes,’ and “ ‘The Vile Monster 
Coiled Ready to Spring Upon and Sink Its 
Fangs Deep Into the Vitals of the Defenseless 
Congregation.” And, having finished his task, 
Mr. Weaktear lays down his pen with a sigh of 
relief, reaches under the table for a black bot- 
tle with a long neck and serene cast of counte- 
nance, and with a glad smile pours a goodly 
quantity of old reliable copper-stilled consoler 
into his wealth of mouth. He performs this 
ceremony with a mental ‘“ Here’s looking at 
you!” and as the old reliable copper-stilled 
consoler disappears and says “* Adoo”’ in a low, 
sweet tone of voice, Mr. Weaktear’s Adam’s- 
apple worketh briskly up and down with ex- 
uberant joy. But do not judge Mr. Weaktear 
harshly on the impulse of the moment, for he 
is very tired. The effort to say something 
original for the old cause has been a severe tax 
upon his nervous system. See how he has pulled 
his hair nine ways for Sunday while endeavor- 
ing to revive some defunct thought. Be charita- 
ble to him, for he is working hard on a small 
salary, and this evening he must lecture before 
the Pikesville branch of the Society for the 
Suppression of the Pocket Corkscrew, 

This i, William MacGrabble, editor of Zhe 
Daily Morning Opinion- Moulder and Long- 
felt Want, He is clothed in deep thought and 
a pair of back-number trousers carried over 
from the spring of ’76, and we will not disturb 
him. He is giving the Administration advice 
as to how it should govern sixty millions of 
people. William is an expert at governing sixty 
millions of people. He can do it with one 
hand tied behind his back. Or, to be more 
precise, he can govern fifty-nine million nine 
hundred and ninety-nine thousand nine hun- 
dred and ninety-nine, which is sixty millions 
all but one. ‘Ihe one is Mrs, MacGrabble. 


When William goes home she will take him | 


fondly by the ear and waltz him into the nur- 
sery, and ask him to take care of the baby 
while she attends the semi-monthly meeting of 
the United Daughters of Progress. And Wil- 
liam will do it. Mr. MacGrabble wields a facile 
pen, and is always found battling vigorously, 
Consistently and fearlessly for the strong side. 

Dr, Theophilus Oatmeal has the floor. Dr. 





: wheat-cakes in his system. 





| this is not always necessary, we take it. 


| editor of the agricultural department | 


teen or twenty hot buck- 
Dr. Oatmeal is an 
enthusiast in his department, and his articles ad- | 
vising a small piece of cold mutton for break- | 
fast, a few simple dishes for dinner, and a brisk 
walk for supper are widely read. He writes with | 
more than ordinary force on the subject of a 
low diet when he has sixteen inches of sausage 
in his internal economy, and one of his articles | 
against pastry is known to have led a whole | 
family to dash away the fatai pie and lead an 
entirely different life. 

This bald- headed person, who is chewing 
his pen-holder and hatching bright gems of 
thought, is Mr. Samuel P. Subsoil, agricultural 
editor of Zhe Weekly Boudoir and Barn- Yard, 
one dollar a ‘year, strictly when the publisher | 
gets it. Mr. Subsoil is just at this moment giv- 
ing the farmers hints for spring work. He is 
advising them that this bright, fructifying wea- 
ther is the proper time for them to trellis their 
potato-vines, and that the poles for the squash- 
vines should be cut and set up as soon as the ! 
tender shoots show the least disposi- 
tion to climb, . The agricultural de- | 
partment of Zhe Weekly Boudoir and 
Barn- Yard is one of its most valuable 
features. Country newspapers that run 
a “Farm Department” clip from _ it 
largely, and it is read by almost every- 
body but farmers. For a man who 
never walked across a farm but once, 
and never raised anything froma farm 
but a watermelon, (one night in the 
dark of the moon, after the owner had 
retired,) Mr. Sam Subsoil is excellent 
authority on all matters pertaining to 
the farm, the garden, the watermelon- 
patch, and the pig-pen. Few men who 
have given much thought to the pig 
are better judges of roast-pork on the 
half-shell than Mr. Samuel P. Subsoil, 





of Zhe Weekly Boudoir and Barn- 
Yard, Scorr Way. 


Miss Cazey’s poem says: “I sit all | 
alone. I sit by myself. I sit all alone.” | 
However good a poet Miss Cazey may 
be, it is evident that she is not very 
much of a society favorite. ‘Ihis is, 
alas, too often the case. 


SOME ONE observes that “ English 
mothers are satisfied with teaching 
their children how to speak; French | 
mothers instruct them how to talk.” | 


When the children happen to be girls, 





CURRENT COMMENT. 


A CARTHAGE ORGAN- GRINDER, while em- 
ployed at his daily vocation, learned that he 
had fallen heir to a large fortune. ‘This only 
emphasizes what we have always thought—or- 
gan-grinding is only profitable to the organ- 
grinder. - _ 

“ EVERY MAN has a skeleton in his closet —a 
borrowed wmbrella, for instance,’’ says an ex- 
change. We have no doubt but that this is 
true. We have noticed that an umbrella is 
generally in the closet whenever it rains, 


“CasTor-o1. keeps away the flies,” says a 
recipe. ‘This is probably true; but it will never 
become a popular remedy, owing to the diffi- 
culty in inducing a fly to remain still while you 
open its mouth and give it a dose of the oil, 


A FASHION-PAPER records the fact that but- 
ter-plates are made much better than formerly. 
It seems like a waste of time and money to im- 
prove butter-plates, when the butter itself offers 
such inducements to the reformer, 


Auswers for the Anrious, 





F, S.—Dlease send address. 

J. R. P., Keokuk. —It might be funny, if it were trans- 
lated out of the Keokuk dialect into English. 

CasTorR.—You inquire, ** Are there any flies on my 
manuscript?” There are not, dear boy, and there neve 
will be. It will never see fly-time. 

AmaAvi.—It may be true that you have loved, as your 
name implies; but we are willing to bet heavily on the 
solid fact that you loved all alone by yourself, with no- 
body to love you back, Poetry such as you write would 


| be enough to alienate the affections of a yellow dog. 


Rex.—We can’t advise you what to do with you 
manuscript. Of course, you might make kites of it for 
your little brother, or you might give it away to the indi- 
gent, to be used in place of broken panes in the house of 
poverty. But we hate to take the responsibility of giving 
delicate advice on literary subjects. 


England’s Prince and Ireland’s Emperor. 


PARNELL (to Frince of Wales \—* Good-by, old boy! 


Any time you want to travel through my realm again, 


just let me know, and we’ll try and make it as pleasant for 


you as we did this time.” 
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The Attack on Our Outer Ramparts—First the House @luge- 





























i Wluge—then the Public Schools—then—the Constitution! 
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CIRCASSIA. 





*Way up on the corner of 
roth and Broadway 

Mav beseen this most beau- 
tiful girl every day, 

As she sits on the platform 
to smilingly greet 

The ones whom she ’s sell- 
ing her cartes de visite. 


She tells of her life in a far- 
away land, 

Where monkeys are purple 
and breezes are bland, 
Where cockatoos shriek in 

the top of the tree 
To give them a cracker to 
have for their tea, 





Her jacket is yellow, her skirt is bright red, 

And the hair sticks ’way out on the back of her head, 
And her smiles softly play, your attention to win, 
Round the dimples that sleep on her cheeks and her chin, 


You feel sad at heart that this beauty should go 
And exhibit herself in a little dime show, 

To sit on a platform all day in a chair 

For ten dollars a week, just to show off her hair. 


But you ’d be much surprised if you only could know 
That the girl ’s no Circassian you see in the show: 
She ’s an ancient New Yorker—and here is the rig 
On the public—the long hair she wears is a wig. 








AURORA. 





The patient lay on his cot looking out of the 
hospital windows at the chimney-scape that 
stretched far across the noisy town, until in the 
smoky distance it seemed wedded to the sky. 
He seemed to be yearning for pasture-lands in 
some enchanted spot he once knew, but the 
chimneys and smoke shut out from his vision 
the breezy undulating landscape that was not 
far away. 

Finally he turned his gaze from the window 
down to the foot of his cot. And then he 
smilingly said: 

‘“*Come here, Aurora.”’ 

“The girl he once loved and eventually lost,” 
said a young lady who was visiting the hospital 
to a companion: “ How beautiful it is to think 
that the pains of sickness and the ravages of 
disease bring only to one’s mind memories that 
are at once precious and tender!” 

“Come here, Aurora,’”? the sick man said, 
feebly, while a smile played on his features and 
lit his face with an exalted light. 

“ Poor fellow,” remarked the young lady, 
sympathetically: “he is probably living over 
again the happiest period of a wasted life. It 
would be worse than death for him to be sud- 
denly restored to health; for then he would 
awake to the awful realization of the truth, and 
would, no doubt, wish himself sick and in Para- 
dise once more.” 

The sick man sat up in bed and smiled. 

“ Aurora,” he said. 

Then he made various motions with his 
hands, and finally held them out about a yard 
apart. 

“He fancies,” said the imaginative young 
lady: ‘that he is holding hanks of worsted for 
Aurora to wind,” 

And then the young lady had a thought—a 
subtle, secret thought too sacred for expression ; 
so she kept it to herself. She thought, by the 
way he leaned forward, that the worsted had 


got tangled, and that in leaning over to get it | 
unraveled the bangs of the happy girl had | 


brushed across the forehead of the happier 
young man, and that he left with a pink ribbon 
measurement of her engagement-finger. 

‘Then the sick man extended his arms before 
him, as though around something, and then put 
them down, and the young lady said: 

“He is probably going through the love 
scene, and having put his arms around her 





| Like fifty leopards on a 





neck for the betrothal kiss, which -didit con- 
sist of one, he withdraws them—”’ 


And then she thought to herself, but she | 
wouldn’t say it: ‘to’ put them around her | 


waist.” 

While the sick man sat up and smiled like a 
school-boy on a holiday, and made various 
gestures that might have meant anything, a 
doctor came along. 

“What is the matter with this man ?’’ in- 
quired the young lady who took such a kindly 
interest in him. 


“Madam,” said the doctor, as he wiped his | 


spectacles: ‘‘that is a case of plain old-fash- 
ioned United States delirium tremens.” 

“And why does he make these peculiar 
movements ?”’ asked the young lady. 

“Because he sees snakes,” replied the doc- 
tor: “his favorite snake seems to be Aurora.” 

“What, Aurora a snake!” said the young 
lady, in moral horror. 

“Certainly; and he amuses himself playing 
with these snakes all day long. He is as happy 
with them as a child with a Noah’s Ark of toys. 
At night we have to keep the gas lighted, that 
he may see the snakes and play with them.” 

“7 should think he would be afraid of them,” 
said the young lady. 

“ Most people with this trouble are,’’ replied 
the doctor: “but this man likes snakes. He 


: ah | 
used to be the snake-charmer in ‘Talmage’s 


Greatest Show on Earth.” 


R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 





“THE TEN THOUSAND landlords in great 
Britain without toil receive from the soil more 
than twice as much as the total wages paid to 
eight hundred and fifty thousand laborers for 
working twelve hours through the seven days 
in every week.” And yet, in spite of these 
facts, people will persist in being laborers rather 
than landlords. ‘This is what surprises us, 


A PHILADELPHIA LAWYER recently paid in 
one month five hundred dollars for filling his 
teeth, and only fifty dollars for filling his stom- 
ach. ‘This goes to demonstrate that the jaw of 
a Philadelphia lawyer is more valuable to him 
in his business than his stomach. 


| NEW PUBLICATIONS. 


The Cook is a new periodical devoted to 
culinary art, and published by Connelly & Cur- 
tis. On its title-page is the picture of a trim 
and pretty housewife carrying what seems to 
_ be a pin-cushion after the explosion of a kero- 
sene-lamp. It may, however, be a pudding. 
If the dishes in the number before us are as 
delicious as the title-picture, Ze Cook will be 
a great success, 
It starts well by appealing to curiosity. The 
| ingenious caterer, after exhausting Fulton and 
Washington Markets for viands, has drawn upon 
Barnum or a dime-museum for at least two 
| delicacies, a caif’s-head-pullet and a chicken- 
halibut. It is to be regretted that he makes 
no mention of where he obtained these galli- 
naceous and ichthyic monsters. ‘The selections 
from Ollendorff are appropriate and good. Ga- 
teau St. Honoré, a la Marengo, Brunoise, Béar- 
naise, Diplomate, etc., are a few sample bricks 
that would revive any Gothamite. 

‘The copious wealth of the ‘Teutonic cooking- 
dialect is strangely overlooked. Aartoffelsalad, 
Heringbhraten, Mctselsuppe, Hasenpfeffer and 
Leberklese, dishes which have raised Germany 

' to her proud eminence, are not even hinted at. 
This should be atoned for in coming numbers, 
One reflection presents itself in this regard. 
| Suppose your Milesian or Ethiopian kitchen- 
queen is unable to read, of what use is Zhe 
Cook? Still, its paper is good and stiff, and 
the front hair of the domestic must be curled 
before the butter is served upon the break fast- 

| table. 


A MICHIGAN PAPER with considerable display 
publishes a recipe for a ‘‘ meatless tomato-soup.”” 
This ought to be easy. All you have to do is 
to leave the meat out; but let some one try a 
tomatoless tomato-soup if he wants to earn a 
name for himself, 


SOME ONE, describing a new newspaper-office, 
says: “The first thing that strikes the visitor, 
upon entering the editorial-rooms, is the large 
crystal chandelier.”” This is certainly a new 
| departure, but we are inclined to doubt that it 
will ever take the place of the good old club. 





' 
Now Is the mystic signet | 
of the spring 
On every undulating mea- 
dow set; 





With Puck’s 
(Late President of the Marine Bank). 





Compliments to Mr. James D. Fish, 
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recent snow 

Have vanished in the wet 
and soggy earth; 

The blue-bird lightly skips 

upon the lawn; 

when we wake and 

look across the fields, 

We know not in the base- 
ment of our heart 

Whether to don our straw 
hat or our skates, 

Because this weather 
more changeable 

Than any woman with a 
set of whims. 

All that we know is that 
it’s April now: 

It may be bleak December 
in the air, 

But it is April in the al- 
manac. 

And while thé bracing air 
just makes us jump 


————— 


And 





is 


sandy plain, 
We doff our hat, and like 
a milkman shout: 
** Now is the winter of our 
discontent 
Made glorious summer by 
Puck’s ANNUAL!” 
Price: 
Twenty-five Cents. 
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BALLADE OF UNITED STATES SPRING. 


The blue-bird ’s singing in the tree, 
Warm breezes float o’er hill ard bay, 

Red buds upon the branches we 
Observe where soon the nest will sway; 
And yet unto ourselves we say, 

While meadows faintly verdant glow, 
And all is soft and bright as May: 

Put on your gums and look for snow. 


Salubrious airs may wake the bee, 

And sunshine down the wood-path stray, 
Until our fancies run as free 

As any wild bird’s roundelay; 

We may forget we ’re old and gray, 
And lightly trip on heel and toe— 

But on that mimic summer day 
Put on your gums and look for snow. 


We e’en may note the blossom-sea 

Go whirling through the orchard-way, 
Where some glad-hearted chickadee 

Is hopping in the ghostly spray; 

Yet, while the pearly showers play 
Upon the violets below, 

We murmur to each winsome fay: 
Put on your gums and look for snow. 


ENVOoI. 
Spring Feverist, when all is gay, 
And far from you are care and woe, 
And smiles the earth in bright array— 


Put on your gums and look for snow. 
n.&. Me. 








MELLVILLE SMYTHE. 


Mellville Smythe shot out of the door as 
though he had been previously rammed into a 
loaded gun-barrel, and some one had just then 
touched off the trigger. He stared about in a 
dazed way a moment, and, with one despairing 
look at the mansion he had just quitted, plunged 
madly into a cross-town car. 

Mellville Smythe’s cousin’s grandfather, Sir 
Lemuel Jones, was the first Knight of the Brit- 
ish Provinces. His cousin’s grandfather’s fa- 
ther’s brother, Lord Peter, went down with the 
Royal George, and his cousin’s grandfather’s 
granddaughter, Countess ‘Thorntoncliffe, is a 
Lady of the Royal Bed-chamber. Mellville 
Smythe himself, whose sudden appearance and 
no less sudden disappearance we have described, 
is making his money in trade. 

Mellville Smythe’s cousin’s grandfather, Sir 
Lemuel Jones, First Knight of the British Prov- 
inces, believed inflexibly in a certain maxim, 
said to have been handed down to him from 
his father’s father, Lord William Jones—grand- 
father of Sir Lemuel Jones, First Knight of the 
British Provinces, and Mellville Smythe’s cou- 
sin’s great-great- grandfather: ‘‘ Whatever is 
worth doing at all is worth doing well.” 

Mellville Smythe believes in anything that 


Knight of the British Provinces, believed in. 
Destiny has cut out for him a career in trade. 
Therefore he commences as all the merchant 
princes are said to have done—either here or 
on “the other side.” Already he taps with 
his pencil in the most peremptory of ways, and 
cries out “Cash!’? in the most mellifluous of 
tones. 

About a year ago a radiant vision of loveli- 
ness—otherwise a maiden in the hey-day of her 
teens—stood rosily—blushingly is shop-worn— 
before the spool-cotton counter and Mellville 
Smythe. He looked into her fresh young face, 
and saw an epitome of the little god Love tak- 
ing headers off an improvised spring-board—a 
Stray ringlet of her bang. 

She, too, looking into his, saw, as in a mir- 
ror, the gymnastics, and when Mellville Smythe 
cried out ‘‘Cash!”? she laid her heart at his 
feet. She came there every day, and stood 
before the spool-cotton counter and Mellville 
Smythe. She grew reckless and bought cotton 
by the dozen. 
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FRIGHTENED CONTRACTOR (¢o tramp).—‘* For Heaven's sake, don’t lean against that building! 


It might tumble, and it isn’t sold yet!’ 








Her father was vulgarly rich. He made his 
money in pork, soap, tallow and molasses; but 
he began to feel the sudden drain upon his 
wealth, and, setting a watch upon his spend- 


THREE BLACK CROWS. 


A tall man, with long white hair which half 


thrift daughter, discovered all. On that very | hid his coat-collar, stood in front of one of the 
day their love-madness achieved a climax, and | large buildings on lower Broadway at noon the 


Mellville Smythe ventured beneath the paternal 
roof. 

There are things which are no respectors of 
persons. Bull-dogs, for instance, have been 
known to alienate the new minister’s affection 
for his remote parishioner, and to keep as a 
souvenir a piece of the reverend gentleman’s 
coat-tails, The bovine will assist the charming 
young woman with a brilliant sash over the 
fence as indiscriminately as it will the hired- 
man ina red shirt. Both animals are actuated 
by the inflexible belief that “ Whatever is worth 
doing at all is worth doing well.” 

- But it was not a bull-cow nor a bull-dog that 
ailed Mellville Smythe when he shot out of that 
front door. It was—Shades of his cousin’s 
grandfathers, and especially Sir Lemuel Jones’s, 
First Knight of the British Provinces!—it was 
the toe of a boot. 

‘The old man believed it was something worth 
doing, and Mellville Smythe knew it was done 
well. B. ZIM. 








Dr. O. W. HotmEs once said: “The mind 
does not know what diet it can feed on until it 
has been brought to the starvation point.”” This 
would seem to indicate that the Doctor, at one 
time in his life, fed his mind exclusively on the 
London comic newspapers. 


Mr. S. H. Parr, of School Education, Min- 
nesota, says: “The live teacher who provides 
himself or herself with the proper tools for 
teaching commands ten to fifty dollars per 
month.”” We presume the dead teacher, no 
matter how well he is provided with tools, does 
not command as high wages. 





other day. His face was upturned, and he ap- 
peared to be gazing earnestly at the roof of the 
structure. In a few minutes he was joined by 
another man, and in a few minutes more an- 
other. and then another, until a score of men 
were gathered together on the pavement, look- 
ing at the upper stories of the tall structure, 
As the crowd began to swell, busy brokers 
stopped to look, messenger-boys flocked to the 
spot from all directions, merchants, clerks, ped- 
dlers and idlers stopped in their journey and 
gazed at the building as if they expected some 
frightful catastrophe to occur. ‘The throng 
soon grew too large for the pavement, and the 
gutter and part of the street were speedily oc- 
cupiel by several hundred elbowing, jostling, 
impatient and curious sight-seers, 

“*T wonder if the wall ’s a-going to fall,’’ ob- 
served a speculative spectator on the outskirts 
of the throng. 

“They say the wall is going to fall,”’ repeated 
the man next to him. 

“ Look out, the building is going to tumble!” 
shouted the next. 

“ Don’t crowd so!”’ yelled a man in the cen- 
tre: “the wall is going to fall.” 

“Look out! Look out!” shrieked a dozen 
others, and the men pressed backward on each 
other's toes until there was space enough on 
the pavement to let a regiment march through, 

“I wonder whether it’s on fire,”’ observed an- 
other spectator. 

“Tt’s on fire!’ shouted another. 

«See the smoke!” yelled a third. 

“Fire! fire!’ howled a score of other voices, 
and the crowd surged back to the pavement as 
flies gather on a lump of sugar in summer-time. 

“J hope there are no women or children 
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in the building,’ remarked a charitably in. 
clined citizen. 

‘“‘There are women and children in the 
building getting burned up!”’ shouted another. 

“Three women getting burned up!” yelled 
another. 

“ Open the window and rescue them,” piped 
a little man who was observing the building 
from under a tall man’s coat-tails. 

“ Bring a ladder!” yelled a sensible man. 

“ Ladder! ladder! fetch a ladder!” howled 
a dozen others, and a number of boys were dis- 
patched in various directions for those useful 
articles, 

“Why doesn’t some one turn on the fire- 
alarm?” suggested another man. 

“Turn on the alarm!’ took up the crowd: 
“Call the fire department!’ and several men 
started simultaneously for the fire-alarm boxes. 

“Fifty dollars to the man who saves their 
lives!”’ yelled a tall man with a Western air and 
a wide-brimmed hat. 

“Break open the door and go up-stairs 
howled an enthusiastic man, as he edged away 
from the crowd in the opposite direc tion from 
the building. 

“Save their lives!’? velled another, as he 
made a break through the crowd for the stone 
steps, followed by a half-hundred other men. 

“Call the police,” said another man, 

“ Police! police! police!” shouted the crowd. 

“Some one will go through the building and 
rob the offices,” said another on the outskirts. 

“ Robbers! Robbers! Police! Police! Fire! 
Fire! Save the women! Bring a iadder! Bust 
in the front door!” howled the crowd. 

‘‘What’s der row ?”’ growled a policeman on 
the opposite corner, as he observed the crowd. 

“ Some one’s getting killed,” replied an im- 
aginative but inaccurate long-range spectator. 

“Pll rap for help,” replied the guardian of 
the peace, sagaciously. 

“ What’s der racket ?”’ cried another patrol- 
man, as he came panting around the corner. 

“ Terrible fight over there,” replied the first: 
“'T'wo men being murdered.” 

More raps. More policemen, 

Fire-engines heard coming in the distance. 

“ Let’s clear the crowd,” said a policeman, 

“Fire! Murder! Police!’ shouted the crowd. 

“Clear de way!”’ howled the officers. 

“ Whack, themp, bang!’ remarked the po- 
licemen’s clubs, as the sturdy officers reached 
the edge of the crowd. 

‘Here come the police! Clear the way! 
Quit hitting me! Ouch! Stop crowding me!” 
shouted the spectators, as they made way for 


p? 


the policemen and dodged the fast gathering 


engines. 

“‘ What’s the matter ?”’ cried an officer, as he 
rushed into the building. 

“Nothing,” replied the janitor: 
the row in the street ?” 

“What’s the row out here?” inquired an- 
other officer of one of the spectators in the 
crowd. 

“Nothing is the matter here,”’ replied that 
individual: “ it’s in the building.” 

“ Where’s the fire?” shouted the fire-mar- 
shal. 

“No fire here,” said the policeman. 

“What’s the fight about ?”’ inquired the po- 
lice-sergeant, who appeared on the scene at the 
head of the reserve force. 

“No fight,’’ replied the officer. 

“ Where’s the dead man ?”’ asked the ambu- 
lance-driver, as he stopped his panting horses 
in front of the building. 

“ No dead man here,” said the officer 

“Well!” ejaculated the sergeant. 

“ Well!’ echoed the policemen, fire-marshal, 
janitor and spectators, 

In the thick of the crowd stood the man 
with the white hair, his eyes still fixed immov- 
ably on the building. 


“What is 








“Say, old man!” said the sergeant, as he 
grasped his arm: “what in thunder are you 
looking at ?” 

The old man slowly turned around, his hat 
outstretched in his hand, displaying on his 
breast a large placard which read: 





PLEASE HELP THE BLIND. 





Three hours later the old man faced the bar 
of justice in the Tombs. 

“ Charge ?”” observed the Court. 

“ Begging on the street, blockading the pave- 
ment, creating a disturbance,” replied the po- 
lice-sergeant. 

“Six months,”’ replied the Court: “Call the 
next case.” 

BENJAMIN NORTHROP. 





A Suggestion A la Mode. 
—Flicgende Blitter. 





“ WELL,” remarked the divorce lawyer: “what 
alimony do you want ?” 

“T think $300,000 cash and an income of 
$30,000 a year, besides lawyers’ fees, would only 
be fair,” replied the lady. 

“ Fair, Madam!” answered the lawyer, in sur- 
prise: ‘‘ What business is your husband in?” 

“ He owns a skating-rink.””— Graphic. 

“In the spermaceti whale the teeth are fixed 
to the gum.”” We have noticed the same thing 
in Vassar girls.— Graphic. 

THE latest novelty is the female plumber. 
Bonnet-makers will take care to keep their 
pipes in order.—Philadelphia News. 


A PHILADELPHIA man has broken 250 look- 
ing-glasses in the last year and paid damages in 
full, There seems to be very little encourage- 
ment for a Philadelphia man to look into a 
mirror.— Daily Graphic. 
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A PREACHER in Southern Missouri, after send- 
ing his hat around among the brethren and 
vainly asking them to contribute, clasped his 
hands, raised his eyes, and said: 

“ Lord, this is the toughest crowd I have ever 
found. I have preached in the Black Jack 
neighborhood, and have ridden the Red Range 
circuit; but this congregation occupies a place 
a little further removed from the giving spout 
than any people I ever saw. Amen,” 

Then, turning to the sexton, he said: 

“Tve got two gallons of whiskey stored away 
not far from here. As I don’t use liquor my- 
self, I am going to give it to some worthy man. 
Carry the hat around once more.” 

The hat came back full of silver. The preach- 
er went into the woods to look for the whiskey. 
Up to a few hours ago he had not returned.— 
Drake's Travelers’ Magazine. 


AGAIN a new agony, Isn’t it surprising with 
what precision and multitudinous variety these 
new esthetic crazes overtake us? ‘he very 
latest thing in alleged high art is for a young 
lady to paint a lovely forget-me-not on the 
browned and punctured surface of an ordinary 
soda-cracker, ‘This she sends to her best gen- 
tleman friend, by special messenger in a coupé. 
The significance of this is plain: “ Remember 
me.” Until he eats the cracker her image will 
remain, but after that, indigestion of the affec- 
tions.— Hartford Post. 


AN ambitious Galveston doctor was com- 
plaining about the ingratitude of the public to- 
ward his profession. He said, bitterly: “States- 
men, generals, artists and scientists all get monu- 
ments erected to their memory; but who ever 
heard of a doctor having a monument ?” 

“Why, doctor, don’t you count those monu- 
ments out in the church-yard? Don’t they 
mean anything ?”— Zexas Siftings. 

“How much it costs to keep a servant-girl” 
is a question now being debated in the papers. 
Our experience is, that if there is no friendly 
policeman with whom she can share the cold 
mutton and the family beer, it is as cheap to 
keep a girl as it is to live in a parlor-suite and 
to have your meals sent in from the hotel.— 
fall River Advance. 


SITTING BULL is going to England to exhibit 
himself this coming summer. If he passes him- 
self off for a representative American citizen, 
about half the inhabitants will not know the 
difference.— Boston Times. 

THE Prince and Princess of Wales have not 
yet been blown up with dynamite; but they 
have had their portraits published in the Buffalo 
Times.— Boston Times. 

Ir Bartnoldi had only modeled his Goddess 
of Liberty after a Chicago girl, she wouldn’t 
have needed any pedestal.— Somerville Journal. 





For ease and for comfort, for beauty and style, 

The palm is awarded to Espenscheid’s tile. 

In the slang of the day, there are not any flies 

On the hat that a fellow of Espenscheid buys. 
118 Nassau Street, New York. 





Lundborg’s Perfume, Edenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Vailey. 











PATENT COVERS FOR FILING PUCK. 
Reduced to Seventy-five Cents. 

They are simple, strong and easily used. Preserve the 
papers perfectly, as no holes are punched through them. 
Will always lie open, even when full. Allow any paper 
on file to be taken off without disturbing the rest. By 
mail to any part of the United States or Canada, $1.00. 

KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, . 
21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 
NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 








Advertisements or changes of Advertisements on 12th, 
13th and 14th pages of Puck must be handed in on 
Wednesday before 3 Pp. M. 

Forms of the 15th page are closed Friday at noon. 
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ALWAYS 
ASK FOR THE 


CENUINE 
GINGER 


Made in Philadelphia, 
and you will get the 
ONLY RELIABLE 


Ginger in the market. 

For relief in Cramps, 
Colic, Stomach-Ache, 
&c., Brown’s (Phil’a) 
Ginger is Invaluable. 


Remember the above 
ADVICE. 




















G.H.MUMM & CO. 


CHAMPACNE. 


CORDON ROUGE, 
EXTRA DRY AND DRY VERZENAY. 


Importation in 1884, 
23,967 CASES MORE 
than of any other brand. 
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A REAL CHILD. 





Happy THOUGHT. 


The world is so full of a number of things, 
I’m sure we should all be as happy as kings. 


THE LAND OF STORY-BOOKs. 


At evening, when the lamp is lit, 
Around the fire my parents sit: 
They sit at home and talk and sing, 
And do not play at anything. 


Now, with my little gun, I crawl 
All in the dark along the wall, 
And follow round the forest track 
Away behind the sofa-back. 


There, in the night, where none can spy, 
All in my hunter’s camp I lie, 

And play at books that I have read 

Till it is time to go to bed, 


These are the hills, these are the woods, 
These are my starry solitudes; 

And there the river by whose brink 

The roaring lions come to drink. 


I see the others far away 

As if in firelit camp they lay, 

And J, like to an Indian scout, 
Around their party prowled about, 


So, when my nurse comes in for me, 
Home I return across the sea, 

And go to bed with backward looks 
At my dear land of Story-books. 


—From ** A Child’s Garden,” by R. L. Stevenson. 














THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 
Nl \) Leading Nos.: 048, 14, 130, 333, 161. 
For SALE By ALL STATIONERS. 
ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO., 
Works, Camden, N. J. 6 John St., Now York. 





Physicians and 
Druggists Recommend 






BITTERS 


every one needs to use some sort of tonic, 
ost Weak [an 's prescription for those 
eee a Taasitade, Lack of 
’ RO TERS BAS 

. and is the daly Sate ON medicine that 1 
URIOUS. It Enriches the Ds PR 24 
ihe System, Restores Appetite, alae ee It does 
not blacken or injure the teeth, cause headache or produce consti- 
ation—all other Iron medicines do. Genuine has above 
le mark and ¢: red lines on wrapper. Take no other. 


t this seaso: 
TRON pom into 
who need buildi 





The Famous English Custard Powaer—Produces 
DELICIOUS CUSTARD WITHOUT EGGS, at 
HALF THE COST AND TROUBLE, 


Sold in Boxes at 18 cents, 
j sufficient for 3 pints, and 36 
cents, sufficient for 7 pints. 


LUXURY. 


inventors and Manufacturers, ALFRED Birv & Sons, Birming- 
ham, England. Sold by all grocers. 


PASTRY EVANS & SHOWELL, Philadelphia, Pa., 
and and 21 Park Place, New York. 

SWEETS $ Sole Agents for U.S. A., will Mail Free, on receipt 

of address, ‘‘ Pastry & Swerts,”’ a little work con- 

Malleg taining Practical Hints and Original Recipes for 

Eree. ) Tasty Dishes for the Dinne: and Supper table. 63 
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THE CELEBRATED 


ElAIN Os 
ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
WAREROOMS: 
149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & CoO. 


CHICACO. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 





WALTHAM 
WATCHES. 


et fe ae OF 











78 LOWEST AND ONE PRICE ONLY. 





BEFORE YOU BUY A BICYCLE 


Of any kind,send stamp to A. 
Dayton, Ohio, for large Munsee i THe! 
ae of NEw_and SECOND-HAND MACHINES 





econd-hand BICYCLES taken in exchange 


BICYCLES Repaired and Nickel Plated. 132 





GOLD BAK ARLES 1878, 


breaks Cocna 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal, costing less than one cent a 
cup. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
. Well as for persons in health. 
Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


CO., Dorchester, Mass. .. 














FAULTY VIOLINS 


can be turned into splendid toned instruments by being re- 
modelled after Berliner’s system of stringing. Endorsed by 
Prof. fy Eichberg, Mr. C. N. Allen and the late DR. LEO- 
POLD DAMROSCH. Send for pamphlet. 


E. BERLINER, 


Electrician: American Bell Telephone Company 
WASHINCTON, D.C. 








Over 22,000 Nowin Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. l4th ST., N. ¥. 





New Editions of Puck No. 417, with double-page Cartoon, 
‘“CLEVELAND’S ENTRY INIO WASHINGTON, MARCH 4th, 1885,” 
and Puck No, 418, with double-page Supplement, 
‘*PRESIDENT CLEVELAND AND HIS CABINET,”’ 


have been printed. 


Puck No. 422, with double-page Supplement on 


a 


GENERAL ULYSSES S. GRANT, 


is not out of print. 


Copies of the above numbers can be had of all News-dealers, or will be mailed on receipt 


of price (10 cents), Address: , 


OFFICE OF PUCK, 


21—25 Warren Street, N. Y. 
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DISFIGURING HUMORS 


HUMILIATING 
ERUPTIONS 
ITCHING 


AND 


BURNING 
TORTURES 








| ‘¢ EVERY SPECIES of Itching, Scaly, ie Scrofulous, 
and Infantile Humors cured by the Curicura REMEDIES. 


CuticurA Resotvent, the new Blood Purifier, cleanses the 
plood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 


CuticurA, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and In- 
flammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers. and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 


Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from CutTicurA, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped and Oily Skin. 


Sold everywhere. Price: Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1. Potter DruG ANb CHEmIcAL Co., Boston, Mass. 


&aP Send for ** How ro Cure Skin Diseaszs.”” 


€ M1 
9 4 
S$ Ss.” 


I am an old man. For 28 years I sufiered with 
ulcers on my right leg as the result of typhoid fever. 
Amputation was suggested as the only means of pre- 
serving life. ‘lhe doctors could do nothing for me, 
and thought I must die. For three years I never 
hadashoeon. Swift’s Specific has made a perma- 
nent cure and added ten years to my life. 

Wo. R. Rerp, Hall Co., Ga. 





I have taken Swift’s Specific for blood poison con- 
tracted at a medical college at a dissection, while I 
was a medical student. I am grateful to say that it 

ave me a speedy and thorough cure after my parents 
fad spent hundreds of dollars for treatment. 
AucGustus WenprL, M. D., Newark, N. J. 

Swift’s Specific is entirely vegetable. Treatise on 
Blood and Skin Diseases mailed free. 

‘Tue Swirt Speciric Co., Drawer 3, Atlanta, Ga., 
or 159 W. 23d St., N. Y. 





1 AMERICA IS BOUND TO SHINE! 
As many imitations under different names have been circulated, we give 
below the fac simile of the boxes of the celebrated German 


UNIVERSAL-METALL-PUTZ-POMADE, 
the finest preparation for polishing all kinds of metal works, silver, gold, 
nickel, brass, copper, &c, 
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Sole General Agents for United States, Canada, and Mexico, 
ADOLF GOHRING & CO., 
No. 202 William Street, New York. 113 











faving the akin soft and fair, adds 
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Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try itonce. 


CAND 


Address 


78 Madison St.. Chicago. 





RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict by Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 
beok, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, eee for ten cents. 





NOTICE. 
Numbers 9, 10, 26 and $71 of English Puck will 
be bought at this Office at 10 cents per copy. 





C.F. GUNTHER, Sonfectioner, 
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DA CAPO. 


A sudden cloud eclipsed the maiden moon; 
Then suddenly he stooped and whispered low 
The secret she had guessed that afternoon; 
And yet she feigned his meaning not to know, 
Until her lips were sealed by other lips, 
And for a time Time’s wheels refused to go: 
The maiden moon emerged from her eclipse, 
And ended verse the first of an old, old tune: 
Another cloud eclipsed the maiden moon, 
Then suddenly .... D.C. 
—Hunter MacCulloch, in Phila. Evening Bulletin, 


In a Houston family, which was in rather 
poor circumstances, the arrival of a wealthy 
aunt was expected. The aforesaid aunt, by 
some accident or other, had lost a portion of 
her nose. ‘The children were reminded fre- 
quently not to make any reference whatever to 
the defective nasal organ. ‘The wealthy aunt 
arrived; but she had scarcely taken off her 
bonnet when the iittlest kid in the flock ex- 
claimed: 

“ Papa, you told us not to say anything about 
aunt’s nose. Whi, she hasn’t got any nose at 
all!”— Zexas Siftings. 


THE telegram read: “The Maharajah of 
Nepaul has tendered 15,000 picked Goorkhas 
for service in Afghanistan,.”? The printer made 
it read: ‘The Maharajah of Nepaul has ten- 
dered 15,000 pickled Gherkins for service in 
Afghanistan.” It might have been worse, No 
doubt pickled gherkins would be quite as ac- 
ceptable as “ picked Goorkhas” in Afghanistan, 
though we don’t know what a picked Goorkha 
is.—LVorristown Herald. 


THE King of Bavaria has a $250,000 chande- 
lier in his new palace. A king is the only man 
who can afford to pay for such a luxury. The 
gas-company does not dare to overcharge the 
king.—™M. Y. Graphic. 

Our Boston girls never use the expression 
“ghost of a chance”? nowadays. “Wraith of 
an opportunity” is considered much _ better 
form.—- Boston Transcript. 


SoME would-be postmasters have an idea that 
if the office is to seek the man, it ought to be 
given a clue to work on.— Boston Post. 





Time is too valuable to be wasted in credulously experimenting 
with various remedies when a 25 cent bottle of Dr. Bull’s Cough 
Syrup will at once cure your cold. 





Angostura Bitters, the world renowned appetizer and in- 
vigorator. Used now over the whole c'vilized world. Try it, 
but beware of imitations, Ask your grocer or druggist for the 
genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


EDEN MUSEE.—8%, Wert,224, Street 

. Open from 11 toll. Sundays from 
1to11. — Wonderful Tableaux and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 
Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in tle Winter 


Garden every afternoon and evening. Admission to all, 50 cents. Chil- 








dren, 25 cents. 
T YCEUM THEATRE. 
AA WESLEY SISSON........c0ccsceccceeceeeee Director. 
Every Evening at 8:15. Saturday Matinées at 2. 
DAKOLAR. 


3y STEELE MACKAYE. 
Decorations BY Louis C. Tirrany & Co. 
REGULAR PRICES. 135 





Puck’s ALMANAC for 1878, 15 cents. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for 1880, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884 and 
1885, 25 cents per copy. 

Puck ON WHEELS, No. 1, 1880, No, 3, 1882, No. 4, 
1883 and No. 5, 1884, 25 cents per copy. 

PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 

(First Crop, Twelfth Edition,) 25 cents. 

Puck’s CAMPAIGN SERIES, 1884, $3.75; by mail, $4.25. 


All of the above publications are still in print and 
will be mailed upon receipt of price. Address 
OFFICE OF PUCK, 
Nos, 23—25 Warren Street, New York. 


BAUS PIANOS 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


26 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK. 













Manufacturers of 


FISHING TACKLE 


AND 
, ANGLERS’ SUPPLIES. 
Z Send for Illustrated Catalogue. 
108 Madison nee - 
CHICACO. 
se Z _ 241 Broadway, 
=< New York. ,,, 





COLUMBIA BICYCLES 


TR AND TRICYCLES. 


IntustRATED CATALOGUE SENT FREE. 
Firs 697 Washington St., Bcston, Mass. 
J/ WP 


BRANCH HOUSES: 
12 Warren Street, New York. 
179 Michigan Ave., Chicagoe 153 





VA THE POPE MFG CO., 
iS 














The Horsman Special 

“BIC Y Cl. 
Sizes 38 to 50 inch. Prices $35 to $72.00. 
HorsmanAmericanChallenge 
Sizes 52 to 60 inch. Prices $74 to $82.00. 

Horsman American Safety 
Sizes 42 to 56 inch. Prices $76 to $80.00. 

General Headquarters for Bicycles, 
Tricycles and Sundries. Repairing and 
meee" “renee done at short notice. 2d 
Hand Bicycles bought, sold or exchang- 
ed. Send stamp for Bicycle and Lawn 
Tennis Catalogue. E. L Horsman, 80 136 
William St., N. Y. 


CRANDALL & CO., 
569 Third Avenue, 
between 37th and 38th Streets. 
Oldest house in the world for the 
manufacture of Baby Carriages. 
Newest patterns in rattan, reed and 
wood. Centennial and other awards. 
Springs, gearing and work indorsed 
by J. B. Brewster & Co., of 25th St., 
Dr. Shrady and other physicians as 
safe and healthful. Catalogue free, 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 
Oren Evenincs. 76 


Fine Custom Tailoring 


SPRING STYLES 
NOW READY. 
The Choice of Foreign and Home Manufacture. 














Overcoats to order from $16.00 
Suits = o~ y 


Pants = © + 5.00 


Samples and Selfmeasurement Rules Mailed on 
Application. 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


Broadway & Ninth St., 


Opposite Stewart’s. 


139 to 151 Bowery, New York. 





i ij Me MORPHINE HABIT 


r. H. H. KANE, formerly of the 

DeQuincey Home, now offers & 

Remedy whereby any one can be cuied quickly and 

painlessly at home, For testimonials and endorse- 

ments from eminent medical men. Send stamp to 
KANE, 19 East 14th Street, New York. 97 


CONSUMPTION. 


I have a positive remedy for the above disease ; by its use thousands 0! 
Cases of the worst kind and of Jong standing have been cured. Indeed, 80 
Strong is my faith in its efficacy that I will send TWO BOTTLES FREE, 
together with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease, to any sufferer. 
Give Express and P. O. address. DR.T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., N. ¥- 








15 New Scrap Pictures and Tennyson’s Poems mailed for 
10 cents, CAPITOL CARD CO., Hartford, Conn. 
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C cattails ho Co. 


BARGAINS IN CARPETS. 





We are offering a large line of English 
Axminsters at $1.75 and $2.00 per yard. 

English and American Wiltons at $1.75 
and $2.00 per yard. 

Moquettes in superior colors for Parlors 
at $1.15 per yard. 

And in addition to the very large stock 
of Uartfurd five frame Body Brussels now 
selling at 81.00, we have added some pat- 
terns of English at the same price, making 
the assortment more varied and complete. 


Broadooay A { 9th ét. 


New York. 
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Pickings trom Puck. 


(12th Edition) 


Is a funny book, containing 64 pages (“ Puck” 
size) of the choice pick of “‘Puck’s” best effer- 
vescing jokes and poems, and over 300 side- 
splitting comic illustrations. Some of you 
have probably laughed at them before. Those 
that were thrown into hysterics before will be 
pleased to repeat it. Those that gaze upon 
this humorous and witty amalgamation for 
the first time will be made happier, stouter 
and better men and women. 

This is more fun than was ever before 
crowded between two covers for 


25 Cents ( postage free). 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
Publishers, No. 23 Warren Street, New York. 
For Sale by all Book-sellers and News-dealers. 


$5 


YOU CAN SECURE A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN GOVERNMENT BOND, 


ISSUE OF 1864. 








WITH 


These bonds are shares in a loan, the interest of which is paid out in 
Premiuins three times yearly. Every Lond is entitled to 


THREE DRAWINCS ANNUALLY, 


until each and every bond is redeer-ed with a larger or smaller premium. 
Every bond Must draw one of the follow.ng premiums, as there are NO 
BLANKS. 


3 Premiums @ 150,000 Florins a 450.000 Florins. 
3 ” @ 20,000 - — 60,000 aed 
3 @ 10,000 “ _ 30 000 “ 
6 @ 5,000 » — 30,000 “« 
6 @ 2,000 _- 12,000 baa 
9 @ 1,000 - — 9,000 = 
120 “ @ 400 “ ae 42.000 “ 
7,750 “ @ 200 “ nis 1,55.,.00 “ 


Together 7,909 premiams, amounting to 2,189,000 Florins. The next redemp- 
tion takes place on the First of June, and every bond bought of 
us on or before the Ist of June until 6 P. M. is entitled to the whole pre- 
mium that may be drawn thereon on that date. Out-of-town orders sent 
in REGISTERED LETTERS, and inclosing $5. will secure one of these bonds for 
the next drawing. Balanes payable in monthly instalments, For orders, 
Circulars, or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1874. 
; *> The above Governme t Bonds are not to be compared with any Lot” 
ery whatsoever, as lately decided by the Court of Appeals, and dy net con” 
flict with any of the laws of the United States. 
N. B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in the English Puck. 








“STRAWBERRIES!” 

When we throw aside the flannel and the worn and 
leaky gum, 

And the croaking of the bull-frog tells that spring at last 
has come— 

When the plumber and the gasman seek their mansions 
in the West, 

And we feel that we’re entitled now to have a litile 
rest, 

Then there comes the cheeky huckster, and, as up the 
street he goes, 

Loud he yelleth from his wagon: ‘Tiere ’s your nice 
sweet berriose!”’ 

Then our mouths are sure to water, as we conjure up a 
dream 

Of the luscious fruit last season, with its sugar and its 
cream; 

And in haste we trade our ducats for the sour-drops filled 
with sand, 

Only-to repent at leisure as each puckered face is scan- 
ned; 

And our youngest hopeful tells us, while our cup of woe 
o’erflows: 

«‘ That’s the feller that once sold us them bananas what 
was froze!” 

—Botce, in Pittsburgh Telegraph. 


A SPORTING-PAPER contains an article en- 
titled * Ilow to Prevent Accidents in the Game 
of Base-Ball.”? ‘This difficulty may be over- 
come by the substitution of garden-digging for 
base-ball. A young man who is digging a gar- 
den never gets injured by running the bases or 
by the bat flying out of another player’s hand; 
though when he gets through with the game he 
may be induced to think he has exchanged 
backs with a man 197 years old.—orristown 
Herald, 

Mrs. Minks—What a silly, extravagant mon- 
arch the King of Bavaria is! 

Mr. Minks—What has he done now? 

“The paper says he has spent $250,000 for 
a chandelier.” 

“It does not follow that he is extravagant. 
What is the chandelier to burn ?” 

* Wax candles.” 

“ And you call him silly ? 

“*Why, how can he be ?” 

“ He will soon save the cost in gas-bills.”?— 
Philadelphia Call. 

AN artist who was recently engaged in de- 
picting some highland scenery was suddenly 
subjectec to the following severe criticism from 
a truthful native: 

“Why, what a deal of doing your work do 
take, sir; and when it is done, why, what is it ?”’ 
Chicago Sun, 

S1ncE we heard the plumber was down with 
rheumatism it has been puzzling us to know 
how he is going to get the potato crowded into 
his pocket.— St. Paul Herald. 


In Prussia the servant-girl of the house often 
stays witi a family as long as forty years. ‘hat 
indicates that they don’t start fires with kero- 
sene over there.—Philadelphia Call, 

“ ROLLER-SKATES must go!” yells a Brooklyn 
preacher. If he gets on a pair he'll find that 
they do go.— Philadelphia Call. 


He is wise.”’ 





Similar Cases wih Antipodal Results. 


Two prominent New York gentlemen of about equal 
age and nearly the same physique and state of health, re- 
cently attended a large public gathering in the evening. 
After leaving it, both took severe colds, which sent sharp 
pains through their lungs and shivering pangs over their 
systems. One, on arriving home, immediately took a 
strong prescription of Durry’s Pure Marr WHISKEY 
internally, and also bathed the affected parts with the 
same externally, The next morning he was up and 
about the house, and after three days went as usual to 
business and has continued in robust health ever since. 
The other did nothing but get to bed shivering ani 
wrapped in heavy blankets, suffering excruciating ago- 
nies all night; next morning he was pronounced an in- 
curable victim of tertiary pneumonia and on the thir | 
day thereafter was conveyed in a costly casket to final 
rest in the cemetery. His physicians say prompt treat- 
ment like the other would have saved him, but the com- 
munity now mourns an irreparable loss. Any reliable 
grocer or druggist will furnish above article at one dol- 
lar, large bottle. 
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TAY oan 
An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhoea, Fever and Ague, and all 
disorders of the Digestive Organs. A few drops impart a delicious fla- 
vor to a glass of champagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, and 


beware of counterfeits, Ask your Greer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SLEGERT & SONS. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
51 BROADWAY. N, ¥. 


BOKER'S BITTERS| 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVLK MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNHE, JR., Sole Manufacturer.and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


PERLE D’OR 


Ott ADEA. IN Ee 


Dry and Extra Dry. 
178 Duane St., N. Y. 















Puck’s ALMANAC for 1878, 15 cents. 
Puck’s ANNUAL for 188v, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884 and 
1885, 25 cents per copy. 
Puck ON WHEELS, No. 1, 1880, No, 3, 1882, No. 4, 
1883 and No. 5, 1884, 25 cents per copy. 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 
(First Crop, Twelfth Edition,) 25 cents. 
Puck’s CAMPAIGN SERIES, 1884, $3.75; by mail, $4.25. 
All of the above publications are still in print and 
will be mailed upon receipt of price. Address 
OFFICE OF PUCK, 
Nos. 23—25 Warren Street, New York, 





UPPERTS 


Lager Beer Brewery, 
3rd Avenue, 91st to 92nd Streets, 
NEW YORK. 102 





POSTAGE AND FULL PRICE 


WILL BE PAID FOR 


PUCK No. 371, 
(April 16th, 1884,) 


AT OFFICE OF PUCK, 
21—25 Warren St., N. Y. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with st -mp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place. New York. 
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OFFICE OF “PUCK” 23 WARREN 8S J NEW YORK MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN. LITH 21- 25 WARREN ST NY 


AN OBJECT-LESSON IN BUILDING. 


Isn’t it Time that Some of Our Scamp Contractors were Introduced to a Style of Structure Put Up by Honest Men? 





